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Summary 


Fedyor rejoices, Ivan worries. The status quo is preserved. 


Notes 


See the end of the work for notes 


“To think, the pitter-patter of little feet in the Little Palace,” Fedyor said, unfastening his 
kefta and hanging it up properly. He picked up Ivan’s, which had been carelessly draped over 
the chair in the corner, and hung that up as well; usually, this triggered a mild rant about 
housekeeping, but tonight, Fedya was too caught up in his news to complain about anything. 


“It’s early days yet,” Ivan answered, glancing down at the book in his lap, resigned to an 
unfinished chapter. He was tired but it was only the ordinary sort of fatigue that came with 
the ordinary security requirements at the Little Palace. The weather had been too cold for the 
General to ride out and Lady Kirigana had spent in the afternoon in the Library, which was 
easily defended. It was a blessing it was one of her favorite places. 


“She appears to be in the full bloom of health. There’s no reason to think—” 


“There is every reason. The General’s family isn’t known for their fecundity,” Ivan said. 
“There are no cadet branches. And we know nothing of Alina’s family. She was a frail little 
thing when she got here.” He made a vague gesture with the hand that wasn’t holding the 
book open, a gesture which was meant to indicate the narrowness of her hips, the slightness 
of her frame. No one would look at her and think she would be the mother of many children. 


“Tt doesn’t do any harm to be happy for them,” Fedya said. “To hope. They don’t even have 
to know about it.” 


“Do you think anything happens here that the General doesn’t know about?” Ivan said dryly. 


“T can’t believe he has an inkling about Alina. He hasn’t treated her any differently over the 
past few weeks and for something like this—why just think of how he was the time she 
sprained her ankle sparring with Master Botkin,” Fedya said. Alina had had to light up the 
training room to keep the General from picking her up in his arms and carrying her out. 


“You think she’s keeping it a secret, then,” Ivan said. There was a pause as Fedya slipped on 
his nightshirt and then climbed into the bed, making his usual grimace at the chill of the linen 
sheets though he categorically refused woolen bedsocks. His feet were like ice but Ivan didn’t 
mind. Fedya’s hands were always warm. 


“T don’t think she’s figured it out yet,” Fedya said. “It didn’t seem like my place to tell her 
and I only noticed a few days ago when I was alone with her. The second heartbeat’s not very 
loud yet, if anyone else had been there, I probably wouldn’t have heard it unless I was trying 
to.” He yawned and turned on his side, still with a smile on his face. It was the dearest face in 
all the world, something Ivan could struggle to convey as Fedya might like best. He’d try 
again though. 


“Having a baby nearby would be nice,” Ivan said as he dog-eared the page, another regular 
cause for dispute that Fedya was too happy to scold about. The book on the night-table, the 
lamp blown out, he lay back on his pillow and felt Fedya move closer to curve around him. 


“T thought you’d say it was a security nightmare,” Fedya replied. 


“Oh, it is. It will be,” Ivan said. “But still nice.” 


“Will you start to keep sweets in the pocket of your kefta?” Fedya asked. “Iriska, borzaya, 
lemon drops?” 


“Perhaps,” Ivan said. Sweets were for a child old enough to walk, to tug at the hem of his 
kefta. He remembered a phrase from a lullaby his grandmother had sung to him a very long 
time ago, my little silver star my sun and my moon, and wondered 1f he would ever sing it 
aloud over the baby’s cradle. If Fedya would hear him and take his hand. 


By the time Ekaterin was born, David had finished making the swaddle Ivan commissioned: 
Corecloth in an ivory shade no milk could stain, as fine as muslin from Kerala. Ivan 
embroidered the edges with silver stars himself all in one night, surprising everyone but 
Fedya. 


End Notes 


Title is from Ilya Kaminsky. 


Borzaya is horehound. 
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